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than a hotel; it even had a miniature golf course in the grounds. In its bars congregated people who boasted about the princely sums for which they just sold scenario scripts to Warner Brothers or Sam Goldwyn. Another form of bragging peculiar to Hollywood came from men who claimed to have been in the U.S. Marines during the war. Some of these men were also peculiar in another respect.
The boundary between the land of make-believe and everyday life is invisible in Hollywood. There is something in California's climate and atmosphere which encourages every kind of exotic mental growth and extravagance. Take religion. The Sunday papers advertise the services of innumerable strange sects with weird names. I picked out what seemed a fairly normal religious institution, the First Baptist Church. The building was more like a movie palace than a church. It even had upholstered tip-up seats. The choir comprised little blonde girls in dainty white taffeta dresses, wearing-big black bows. I expected the organ to rise up out of the floor, but, in this respect alone, I was disappointed.
After the service mothers collected their babies, who had been parked in a special nursery in charge of a uniformed nurse, and then they drove off in high-powered cars down the magnificent palm-lined boulevards. It was all centuries removed from the medieval austerity of the Bow church of my childhood. Religion, in its diverse forms, flourishes like everything else there. The church was so packed it was hard to find a seat, and, incidentally, it was also a fashion parade.
Evelyn Waugh, in his satire The Loved One, has dealt with another aspect of the emotional riot—the " splendid elaboration" of the cemeteries.
I motored one misty day to the Pacific coast, not merely to emulate stout Cortez, but to see the famous breakers where Mack Sennett's bathing girls disported, and the rambling house of the world's sweetheart, Mary Pickford. It took me back again to childhood, and to the dark, sweet-scented cinemas of Stratford and Forest Gate where the customers were alternately served with cups of tea and sprayed with disinfectant. Curious that, in those days, my imagination never projected me to those California!! beachest-level turned the picture into aterwards dying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
